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had a fine stock of port wine, and a liberal supply of strong
language. It seems possible that some portion of the latter
may have descended to my Father, and may have found
vent in the somewhat un-muezzin~like call to prayers related
at page 8 of these " Memories"!

The gardens of the Palace, with their wealth of rare flowers,
the shade of mighty trees; and an almost unequalled turf,
afforded a most grateful retreat during the hot afternoons.
It is related of a Shah of Persia how at a garden-party at
Syon House he was much struck with the beautiful lawns,
and determined to introduce similar delights at once into
Teheran. So he inquired about how long it had taken to
bring the Syon turf to its perfection. To this replied the
head - gardener, "About six hundred years, your Majesty."
And the labours of the good ecclesiastics with the Ely lawns
probably dated back to about the same era.

After our delightful rest at Ely, my wife and I went direct
to Windsor, to attend the garden-party given by HIM. the
King on the occasion of the marriage of H.R.H. the Princess
Margaret of Connaught to the young Crown Prince of Sweden.
We had hoped to journey thither with our hosts of Ely; but
the good Bishop was already feeling the weight of years,
which induced him soon afterwards to resign the See, and
the Lord High Almoner and Lady Alwyne Compton were
unable to attend the party.

The weather continued to be hyper-glorious, and the great
terraces of the royal garden5, filled with many of the dis-
tinguished men :and the most beautiful women of the king-
dom, the latter all arrayed in their most becoming costumes,
and the whole set off by the imposing Castle of the back-
ground, was as gay a sight as could well be imagined. , And
it was indeed in contrast to the scene at Windsor, as I had
witnessed it on a cold dreary afternoon of February, some
three years earlier, when together with my brother Aides-de-
Camp I had marched up to the Castle through a sorrowing
prowd, all clad in black, and all testifying every feeling of
respect and regret as we escorted the coffin of our